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"My Father would have rejoiced to receive the Rajah into
his own house, had he possessed fitting accommodation for so
illustrious a guest. But his ward Miss CASTLE, a young lady
of remarkable loveliness and maturity of mind, who resided
with her aunt in a commodious mansion hi beautiful grounds
near Stapleton, felt highly honoured by the privilege of placing
her house at his disposal. There he came ; there gathered round
him the wise and good who were able to obtain access to him ;
there JOHN FOSTER, of world wide celebrity for his unique and
original writings, was a frequent domestic visitor ; and there, or
in his own house, my father saw him daily. How did he win the
admiration and respect of all by his noble, princely bearing,
and his gracious manners ! How did I rejoice when it was my
privilege to bo in his company !

"On one Sunday only did he join with us in worship hi our
Lewin's Mead Chapel. We were very happy to have him there
among us. My Father had selected for his subject, 'The cloud
no biggor than a man's hand', in reference to the progress of
negro emancipation, of which the devoted advocate, Mr. WIL-
BBRT?OROB, had just been summoned from his labours ; and
he felt the toxt and the tenor of his sermon equally applicable
to the hopes we had for India The occasion was deeply inter-
esting. The melancholy privilege had been given him of
following to tho grave the champion of the oppressed ; little did
he imagine that in a Cow short weeks he should be called on to
offer a similar mark of respect and affection to his illustrious
hearer,

"It was on the 17th of September, after the Rajah had been
about ten days hi Bristol, that my Father went over to break-
fast with him at Btapleton Grove, and that day being my
sister'a birthday, she was allowed the special pleasure of accom-
panying him. The Rajah appeared in Ms usual health and
spirits, and on their departure, with his accustomed courtesy,
attended them to the garden gate, This was the last tune they
were ever so to see him. Mrs. ESTLJN, the venerable mother of
our medical attendant, was staying at the house, and enjoyed